He asked the question of them all, but his eyes looked only at
Prospero, and Prospero answered him.
"As a preliminary I'll not oppose it.**
"Lord God! You're gracious," sneered Filippino.
"Then I am gracious, too," said Don Alvaro with his disarming
smile. "ForlamofDonProspero'smin^inthis. We need to strike
boldly, so as to show these Infidel dogs for once who is the master."
"That is just why I will take no risk of failure," the Admiral an-
swered. "The issue is too grave to admit of risks being lightly accepted."
He was quietly impressive* "It is agreed, then, that we strike at
Cherchell."
And so, leaving Algiers to the south of them, it was for Cherchell
that they now steered a course.
To find Dragut there, however, they came too late. That ruthless
and most formidable of the fighting seamen in the following of Kheyr-
ed-Din had already sailed for Algiers. Hugging the coast as he did,
he had been missed by the Imperialists, whose course had lain farther
out to sea.
Don Alvaro lost his good humour in rage, and Prospero was dis-
posed to be bitter.
"Over-prudence has defeated us,"* he boldly told the Admiral.
"What might well have been done had we kept to our intentions can
certainly be done no longer now that Dragut has joined forces with
Barbarossa."
"It is possible to be too prudent," complained Don Alyaro, who,
like Prospero, had gone aboard the Grifone to hold council with the
- Admiral "See the result. We turn tail and go home at the mere
barking of these Moslem dogs. I like to laugh. But—Vive Dios!—
I don't like to be laughed at. The Emperor will not thank you, my
Lord Duke.**
Andrea Doria stroked his great beard, ponderously imperturbable
under this outspoken reproach. With his nephews and the other two
captains he stood on the poop of the galleasse, considering the rugged
coast a mile away, and in the harbour all the evidences of panic which
had been spreading there since the summer dawn had revealed the
presence of the Prankish fleet. Silently he surveyed the sprawling
town of square white buildings set amidst dark green groves of date-
palms and oranges and the grey green of olive trees, the grey mass of
the citadel, the mueddin's lance-like tower above the white dome of
the mosque, the ruins of the Roman amphitheatre to the east, and the
hazy mountainous background of the chains of Djebel Souma and
Boni Manasser.
At long last he spoke. "It will not be quite so, Don Alvaro. Yonder
is Cherchell, a rich place, the very storehouse and victualling port
of these Corsairs. It will be no idle thing to destroy this nest of piracy,
nor will it go to swell the Moslem insolence."
Gianettino's beady eyes, wandering from Don Alvaro to Prospero,
surprised the smile on the latter's countenance. "You laugh!" he
cried, "Why do you laugh?**
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